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< S8YNOPSIS.

Prancols Beaupre, a poasant babs of
0‘1 years, l.ﬂ.l':‘rlll amusing Ineldent in
w IuL Marshal Ney figurea, is rade &
Chevaller of If‘nnogc:ly.umo u&{np:;:r 1::;

leon, who prop

t ono day be a marshal of France

another Bonaparts. of

vinits General Baron Guas-

rgnud, who with Alixe, his
ssvon-yoar-old daughter, llves at t

4, A soldler of tha Empire under

n he fires tha boy's imagination

stories of hia campalgna.

a eugfm. for the general an

J1earns of the friendship between the gen-

and Marquis Zappl, who eampiigned

the general under Napoleon.
and hils son, I|‘1¢m-o. ll:‘l.?‘ ::
Chateau. Th neral agrees to ca
§: the mrqulrﬂ :;n while the former

to Amorion, The Marqguis asks -

1o bo a friend of his son. The boy
aﬂhmnlr promises, Francols to the
hateny to live, Marquls Zappl dies leav-

L Piotro aa a ward of the general
Hll. Pletro and Francolas meol a strange
who proves to bs Prince Louls Na-
Francols saves his life, The gen-

sral rs neoin loves Allxe, and
{se from him that he will
‘ween the girl and Pletro,
10 Italy as mécretary to
Queen Hortense plans the escape
of her son Louls Napoleon by diagulsing
and Marquis Zappl as her l\lu.-lu-rs.
takes Marquis Zappl's place,

who s 1L In Hortenss and
Touls. Dreased

mpe of
“wl:“ m’;?ln' brother Fran-

ools hures the Austrians from the hotel al-
lowing the prince and his mother to es-
eape. Francois is & prisoner of the Aua-
trians for five years, In the castle owned
by Pletro In l{:!r. e Alscovers tn his
guard ona of Pletro's old family servants,

and throu him wsends word to his
zllzad.l of “l. pit:‘rrt.. TPa nno{:l‘ Fér‘s!l?
tro plans neals’ encape. -

s ug a note from Pletro explain-

ng In detall how to escape from his
mon. Allxe awalts him on horsebnok
and leads him to hia friends on bonrd
o American salling vesnsel, the "Lovely
oy.” Francols, as a guest of Harry
Hampton, on the “"Lovely Lucy.” goes to
merica to ms Plotro'n _estate  in
nia. Laucy ampton falls_in love
with Francols. Prince Louls !\:}mlmn

n America becomes the guest the
hllﬂmm. where he mesta Francols

roveals her love for Fran-
cols after the latter saves the life of
Harry Hampton and s himself Injured
n the effort. Francols tells Lucy of his
ove for Alixe, He returns to France and
tells Allxe his one wish in life is that she
love Pletro, Francols ns tha political
lotters. His health falls and ha s forced
o return to America, Later Napoleon
mummons him to London to ald him in
in plota to gain the French throne. Lucy
ampton weda her gpousin

CHAPTER XXVIIl.—Continued.

“Mademoiselle Lucy,” he sald. "I
have something to ask of you."

“I will do it,” Lucy promised blithe-
1y, not walting for detalls.

Francole laughed, "You trust one,
Mademoiselle Lucy—that ia plain,
Then his face became serious. "Do you
remember o talk we once had together
when | told you of my old playmate,
Allxe ™

The brideto-be flushed furiously as
she recalled that talk. Then she nod-
ded In a matter-of-fact manner. "1 re-
member very well,” she sald. “It was
when 1 threw myself at your head and
you sald you didn't want mo.”

Francois' shoulders and hands and
eyes went upward together into an
eminently French gesture. "“"What a
borror!” he eried. “What an unaspeak-
able manner to recollect that talk!
How can you? How can you be so
brutal to me?"

Both of them, at that, burst into
Yight-hearted laughter, Lucy was grave

wy Hampton

suddenly.
“But you have something to ask
me, Francois. You spoke of your—

‘playmate—beautiful Alixe.”

“It Is only you whom 1 could ask to
do this, Mademolselle Lucy. 1 have
mever told anyone else about her, Only
you know of'-—the words came slow-
ly—"of my love for her, She does nol
know it. Alixe does not know. And
¥ may be killed, one sees, In this fght
for the prince. Quite easlly. And
Alixe will not know, [ do not lke
that. In fact I cannot bear it. So this
fa what 1 ask of you, dear mademol-
selle.” He brought out a letter and
held it to her, “If you hear that I am
killed, will you send it to Allxe?”

Lucy took the letter and turned it
over doubtfully. “I’'do not like this
sort of post-mortem commlission, Fran-
cols, 1 feel as if 1 were holding your
death-warrant.”

“Buat it I8 not by a bit of writing I
ahall meet my finish, mademoisells, 1
promise not to die one minute sooner
for that letter. It Is only that It will
anake me happy to know you will send
e

8o Lucy, holding the letter glngerly,
mgreed, But as Francols rose to go
#he stood b7 him a moment and lald
her hand on his coat sleeve. “Fran-
eonls—I want to tell you something.”

“But yes, mademoiselle—yes, Lucy."

“It Is somathing wrong."”

“Yes—Luoy."

*“I am golag to tell Harry 1 sald iL"
| Y

“This is It, then"-—and Francols,
smiling, weited and there was deep
sllence In the big, cool, quiet drawing-
room for as long as & minute. “This is
it, then. I Aon't know how I can be so
unreasonabla—but I am. 1 love Harry
~=] am happy. But | am quite—jealous
of Alixe. And 1 think you are the most
wonderful person | have ever known
—much more wonderful than Harry.
If there had been no Allxe; if you had

#d me-<l can Imagine having

you. 1 do adore you, Francols.

, how is all that compatible with

joy in Ing Harry? 1 don't

w how it is—but it {s 0. 1am &
wicked sinful person—but it s so."

The next tims Lucy Hampton saw
¥rancols it was when, white-robed and
sweet In her enveloping mist of vell
‘she went up the chancel steps of the
T Q(lnln country chureh, and

ki “tp wiet a smile that was a
_from thp man whom she
rho stood close now at the
» her husband,

YOUNG—
] v @ v
!uml prince had a suparstition that his
luek went with him In the person of
the Chevaller Beaupre,

It was all as it whould be; he was
entirely happy. He had asked three
wishes of the good falries, as he had
sald long ago; that the prince should
be emperor—that he might become “a

he | marshal of France under another Bona-

parte”—that Allxe should love him.
The first two he belleved about to be
reallzed. The last? It was not now
the time to think of that. Alixe had
kissed him good-by. That would more
than do till the fight was over. 8o he
sped back to London, missing Pletro,
but hopeful and buoyant. And in Lon-
don there was a letter for him from
Virginia.

"Dear Francols,” Lucy began. “To
think that the first letter sent to you
by Harry's wife should be to tell you
that she has betrayed your trust in
her. I am distressed beyond words,
for 1 have made a mistake which may
mean distress to you. You remember
the letter to Allxe which you trusted
to me to send in case anything should
happen to you? I had it in my hand
the week after my wodding when 1 had
gone upatairs to get other letters for
Rurope which my father had command-
ed me to send by the next packet. And
In some stupld unexplainable way 1
slipped yours—your precious letter—
among them In place of one to my fa-
ther's agents In London, and 1 hur-
rled down and gave the parcel to Sam-
bo, who was walting to ride to Nor
folk with them. And then Harry and
1 went away on a visit to Martin's
Brandon for three days, mnd it was
only when I came back that I discov-
ered the dreadful mistake I had made,
Can you ever forgive me? Harry and
I thought over every possibility of stop-
ping it, but there seemed to be no
chance. Are you very angry with me,
dear friend of Harry's and of mine?"

The letter went on with reproaches
and regrets and finally slipped into a
tale of a new happy life which Fran
cols had made poseible for the two.
He read it over eeveral times. His
letter to Alixe, which should have been
sent only after his death, had gone to
her. What then? 8he would know
that he loved her; that he had loved
her always; that he would love her
forever; that the one wish of his life
had been that ghe should love himself
—not Pletro. He bad sald that in the
letter; that was all. He was glad that
she should know, though he would
never have told her in life. It was
done and he would find out now If
Pletro Indeed cared for her, if she
cared for Pletro. And Iif not, then one
had walited long enough; then at last
—the joy of the thought choked him.

A knock came at the door of the
room in the London lodging where he
sat with Lucy Hampton's letter before
him. Fritz Rickenbach stood there;
his highness would llke to see the
chevaller. All personal thoughts were
focked swiftly into the drawer with
Lucy's letter and “the prince's bright
shadow" went to the prince.

CHAPTER XXX,
The Third Wish.

On the day when Francols in Lon-
don read that letter of Luey Hamp-
ton’s which had awalted his return
from France, a letter from Lucy
Hampton reached Alixe at the chateau
of Vieques, She carried it to Pletro's
room where he eat in n deep chair at a
window which looked over Deles.
montes valley and the racing Cheulte
river, and the village strung on the
shores. His elbow on the stone win.
dow-sill, his chin in his hand, he stared
at the familiar picture.

Allxe, coming In without knocking
at the open door, stepped across and
stood by him, and he did not lift his
head, his listless eyes did not .yet
shift their gaze from the broad land-
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The Gray Eyes Met Hers.

scupe. Alixe, looking down at the
black head with its short curla set In
thick locks—after the manner of the
curls of Praxiteles' Hermes—was
startled to see many bright lines of
gray through the dark mass. Was ev-
erybody getting old? Francole with
the broad band of white in his balr—
and now Pletro—blg little Pletro, who
had come to them and learned to ride
Coq and played with them, Was Pletro
gettng old and gray?
~ By one of the sudden Impulses char-
acteristic of her, her hand flaw out
and rested on the curled head as If to
protect it, motherly, from the whiten-
ing of time.

Aud Pletro turned slowly and looked

up at her with eyes full of hopeless-
nees and adoration, a look he
&myg such »

1
w e

[0 botng out and about, and then—then |

-—

in & minute you will be well agaln.”

. " Pletro answerad without
anfmation. “It will not be long before
1 am well,”

“Look, Plotro;"” Alixe held out the
paper ln her hand. “8uch a queer let-
ter! From Virglnla. From the Httle
Luey Hampton of whom Francols
talks. I don't understand it. Wil you
let me d it to you'?"

“Burely,” sald Pletro, and walted
with his unsmiling eyes on her face,

“My dear mademolesaile,” Alixe read.
“l am writing to beg your forgiveness,
ne | have begged that of the Chevaller
Beaupre, for the very great fault !
have committed, The chevaller trust-
ed to me a letter for you which was to
have been sent you only in case of a
ceftaln event; by a careleseness which,
unmeant as it was, 1 shall never for-
give myself, I gave it with other lot-
ters to our negro SBambo to be posted
at once. By now it may have reached
you. I cannot tell if 1 have made
trouble or not, but Ix any case, 1 can-
not rest without saying to you—as
well as to the Chevaller—how sorry 1
am. If you can find it in your hoart
to forgive me, please do so, dear
mademolselle. That 1 should have
made trouble for one as dear to the
chevaller as you are 18 a deep grief to
me, He has talked to me of you, With
a very earnest prayer again for your
forgiveness 1 am, mademolselle, yours
faithfully and sincerely.--Lucy Hamp-
ton Hampton,"”

Pletro looked bewlldered, “What is
it about?" he asked,

“I wonder,” and Alixe laughed and
frowned at the paper in her hand. "It
seems Francols wrote me a latter and
left it with little’ Mistress Hampton to
be sent ‘in case of a certain event.'
What event? What a strange thing
for Francols to do! And then he came
to us here and said nothing of mys-
terlous letters left cooking In Vir-
ginia. 1 cannot make it out, Pletro—
can you?"

“Not 1,"” sald Pletro.

“The letter of Francols has not
come; that ls certaln; 1 wonder {f the
negro Sambo lost 1"

“Probably,” Pletro sald. “It should
have come before this one, otherwise.”

"It {8 a riddle,” Alixe decided, “and
I never guess them." Then, dropping
into & seat on the wide windowssill,
“Pletro—you are letting yourself be
depressed.”

The gray eyes met hers with some

thing that seomed a wall of reserve In
thelr steady glance. “I think possibly
I miss having no exercise,” he sald.
“1 will feel more patural when I can
got about.”
+ Alixe looked at him. “You are eat
ing your heart out to be with Fran-
cols,” she sald, and lald her hand on
his,

Pletro stared as If the light touch
had shaken him; then slowly his large
fingers twisted lightly around the
small ones, and he turned hls face
agunin, holding her hand so, to the win-
dow nnd the view of the valley and
the river and the village, A moment
they sat so, the girl's hand loose in
the hollow of the man's; a slow red
erept into Allxe’s face; there was con-
fusion in her brain. She had laid her
hand on that of her brother; her broth-
er had taken it In hise—and behold, by
a witcheraft it was all changed. This
delicate big grasp that held her was
not brotherly; through all her velns
suddenly she knew that; the fluah shot
up to her eyes, o her forehead, and
she tried, with an attempt at an every-
day manner, to draw her hand away.,
But Pletro, hig set pale face toward
the window, his eyes gazing out, held |
her hand. With that the world had
recled and was whirling past her.
Pletro bad caught both her hands in a
tight grip and had drawn them against
him, was holding them there, was
looking at her with a face which not
even she, this time, might mistake,

“Alixe,” he sald, "1 know you don't
care for me. 1 know you love Fran-
cols. 1 did not mean ever to speak,
but when you put your hand on
mine—"

He held her palms together and
parted the palms and kissed the fin.
gertips, first of one and then of the
other, as If he kissed something holy.

*l shall never speak again, but this
once 1 will. I always loved you—one
must. [ knew always that a slow sl
lent person like me would have no
chance agalnat a fellow llke Francols.
80 | have kept still, and 1t was hard. It
won't be so hard now that you know,
Are you angry, Alixe?"

Alixe, with her head bent so that
Pletro did not see her face, with her
head bending lower—lower, suddenly
was on her knees by the chalr and her
face was on Pletro's arm.

“Allxe,” he whispered, “what is It—
what have 1 done?"

But the brown waves of halr with
the blua ribbon tied around them lay
motionless on his arm. And suddenly
& thought ehook him,

“It cannot be!"™ he gasped.

And Alixe lifted her face, and the
exaggerated black lashes lifted, and
the blue glance lifted and rested on
Pletro's black halr bent down where
the light shone on the silver lines
through it. Up fiashed her hand im-
pulsively, gently-——as Alixe did things,
and touched the thick lock with an in
finitely dellcate caress. “Your halr—
Is sll turning gray,” she whispered In
two quick breaths, and at that, in some
occult fashlon Pletro knew.

For momenta they had no need of
that makeshift, language; the great
house was very qulet, and one heard
the horses stamplng in the paved
courtyard and the wrooms singing, and
yet one did not hear It. Distant sounds
came from the village, but one only
knew that long after, In remembering
that morning, All they knew was that
the ghost of a lifelong affection of
brother and slster stood before them,
changed by & miracle to a shinlng
angel into whose face, for these firat
moments,, they dared not look. Then
slowly, exquisitely, courage came and,
hand close In hand, they looked at
each other astonished, glad. It was
Pletro and Alixe still, the anclent plny-
fellows, the childhood friends—all the
doar famillarity was there yet, but no

longer were thay brother and elster. |

And then, after a while they began to

way,

charge, “Last year?” '

“Last year—what? Pletro neked;
he had already forgotten the.question.
“Oh—that 1 began to—mon dien—no.
Last year! Why, I think it was the
day I came and saw you riding Coq."

"Oh, Pletro—If you will talk only
nonsense!"” Allxe's volce was disap-
pointed. "But why, then, didn't you
ever say so before this? We are both
a thousand yoears old now, If you—
loved me”—ahe spoke the word in a
lower volece—"why, then, were you aa
quiet a8 & mouse about it all these
yeara?”

“1 thought you eared for Francols™
Pletro sald simply, And added, "Didn't

you?
Allxe considered. *I don't—think—
1T ever did, Pletro, Not really. 1

thought | did perhaps. He dazzled me
—Francols—with his way of doing all
sorta of things brilliantly, and that
wonderful something about him makes
averybody love him. He belleved in
his star; there was around him the
romance of the emperor's propheey
and the romance of the career which
in, we belleve, about to begin now;
there was always a glamour about
Francols.” |

“Yes,” Plotro agreed, "The glamour
of his courage, Alixe, of loyalty and un-
selfishness; the qualities which make
what people call his charm. Francols
Ia unlike the rest of the world, 1 be-
lleve, Allxe.”

Pletro talked on, the sllent Pletro,
ne i delivering a lecture. He had read
much and thought much: it was sel-

il

|

|
|
|
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Suddenly a Thought Shook Him.

dom he spoke of the speculations which
often fllled his schelarly mind; today it
seemed easy to talk of everything, Joy
had set wide all the doors of his be-
ing. Alixe opened her eyes in aston-
ishment.

“Pletro! You are—ialking llke a
book! But It is8 true; something of
that sort has come to me, too—which
proves it to be true. [ have felt al-
ways that Francols had notes in him
which are not on our planos.” Pletro
smiled, looking at her,

“And yet, Allxe, you do not love
Francols, with all these gifts and all
his power over hearts—but only com-
monplace me?"

Allxe stralghtened against his arm.
“Monsieur the Marguis Zapp!, the gen-
tlemnn l—care for, Is not common-
place, 1 thank you not to eay it" she
shot at him, and then, melling to a
sudden intensity, she put a hand on
each slde of his dark face and spoke
earnestly. “Pletro, dear, llsten. 1 be-
lleve | always cared for you, When 1
was little It hurt me to have Francois
forever the one to do the daring things.
Do you remember how I used to scold
at yon because you would not fight
him?" Pletro smlled again. “Then he
was captain of the school and you only
a private, and I cried about that when
I was nlone at night. And when you
went off to Italy so quletly, with never
a word sald about the danger, 1 did not
know that you were dolng a fine deed
-— thought it & commonpliace that you
should go back to your country, till
Francols opeaned my eyes.”

“Francois?" Pleiro asked,

“Yes. The day before he went to
join you we were riding together and
he told me what It meant to be a
patriot in Italy undor the Austrians,
That day 1 realized how unbearable It
would be if anything happenad to you.
But 1 thought 1 cared for Francols; If
he had spoken that day ! should have
told him that 1 cared for him. Buat he
did not; he went—and was in prison
fiva years.”

“And all that time 1 belleved you
loved him, and were mourning for
him,” Pletro sald gently.

“l half believed It too.” Alize an-
swered. “Yor all the time 1 was
jenlous for you, Pletro, for It was still
Francols who was the hero—not you.
Then when thero came a question of
his rescue | was mad with the desire
to have you do It—and you did it"

Her volce dropped. She Iald her
hand against his shoulder and spoke,
in a quick cautlous way.

“But all that is immaterial.
love you—that's the polnt" A mo-
ment later she spoke again. “1 want
to finish telling you—and then we need
never speak of it again. I did think
you were—commonplace, And yet 1
knew In my heart you were not, for
I resented your seeming so, So 1
urged you into danger. 1 wanted you
to be a hero. 1 had that echo of a
schoolgirl’s romance about Francols
in my mind, and I clung, all along, to
the idea that I loved him and that per-
haps he secretly loved me but would
not say It because he was poor and &
peasant; that he was walting till his
future was made. Then, one day, only
the other day, he told me that he bad
asked three wishes of life—'of the
good fairies' he sald. One was to make
Prince Louils BEmperor, one was to be
Marshal of France; the third—" she
atopped.

“What? Pletro demanded,
mouth a bit rigld.

Allxe flushed and smiled and took
Pletro's big hand and covered her eyes
with It “That I should—love Yyou,
Monsieur., He sald he had wished that
all his life.”

“May heaven grant him his wish”
sald Pletro fervently, and then, refloct-
tng, "It seems A strange wish for Fran.
cols, You are sure, Allxe?”

1 just

his

ho | esess no cared tor %t

hmsalf,
cause It was the Emperor's prophecy.”

“I always thought,” Pletro spoke
slowly, “that it was not indeod for
himself that he wished to boe a Mar
shal some day, but because It might
make him, in & manner, your equal
It waa for you."

“For me!"” Alixe was astonlshed, *1
nover thought of that. 1 think you
thought of it, Pletro, only because you
—cared for ‘me—and thought Fran-
cols must cara also,”

“Yeos, 1 thought he cared,” Pletro
consldered. “1 can not believe other-
wise yet" *

“You may belleve IL” Allxe was
firm. “For he sald that what he had
wished always was that 1 should—love
you. I did It mostly to pleass Fran-
cols,” she added serenely,

And Pletro’s redponse to that was
apt, but not to be given here. The
minds of these two happy lovers ware
full of that third who had been so
close always, to each of them.

“Pletro,” Alixe spoke earnestly, com-
ing back to the same subject, “you
know that 1 love Francols—of course,
But you do not know in what way.
I love him as If he were one of the
salnta—but aleo as if he were a help
less little child. Yet not—Pletro—as
if he were—the man [ love. I would
giva my life for him In a rush of de-
lght, If he needed it. But I know now,
whatever were my vague dreams in
past years, that it is not in Francols
to care for a woman as & human man.”

“I am not so sure,” sald Pietro, and
shook hia head. -

"You know I am not abusing our
Francols,”" Alixe protested. "“Why,
Platro, my father belleves, and I be-
Heve, that If affairs should so happen
that he has his opportunity he may
yet be one of the great characters in
history, My father says ‘he is made
up of insplrations, Hluminations—and
limitations,”

“You,” sald Pletro thoughtfully, "He
has the faults of brilllancy and fear-
lessness. He judges too rapidly. If
he wera afrald ever—Iif he eaw the
other alde of a question ever, his judg-
ment would be safer. It may well hap
pen that he will be one of the great
men of Europe; It may also happen
that by some single aot of mismanage-
ment he will throw away his career—
or his life. God keep him safe!” Ple-
tro sald slmply.

And Alixe echoed {t—"God keep him
safe!” And then, “I am going to write
him, Pletro—about us. My father
knows whera to reach him at Bou-
logne 1 am golng to say just a word—
that what he has wished for all hie
lite 18 true. It will get to him the
night before tha battle.” '

“Are you sure you are right, Alixe?”
Pletro asked doubtfully.

“Sure,” sald Allxe buoyantly.

“Give him my love, then,” sald Ple-
tro.

CHAPTER XXXI,
The Night Before,

Out In the dark, In the harbor of
Boulogne, the ship Edinburgh Castle
lay rocking In the wind., Prince Louls
Bonaparte, who had chartered her, and
the handful of Hia followers who had
salled with him on bher from England
had disembarked quletly at twilight,
and In small companies had succeedead
in entering the town and the quarters
of the officers who were, in France,
the nucleus and the hope of their at-
tempt. In the rooms of Lleutenant
Aladenize, the host of the Prince, a
short councl! had been held to go over
once more the plans which had been
discussed and settled by letter for
weeks already. The work was care-
fully arranged; there wns almost noth-
ing to be changed, and the little com-
pany of men who were trying £o large
a fate, scattered, with grave faces,
with quiet good nights to the Prince
who might tomorrow be thelr Em-
peror, o the Prince for whose sake
thay might tomorrow night be any or
all ruined men or dead men.

Ho sat erect and listened. Thelln
wns brushing clothes with energy In
the bedroom, and through another door
there came a light sound of a paper
turned, of a guy song sung softly. And
a glow suddenly warmed the Prince’s
heart; here was some one who had
known his mother, who had been, in-
deed, for a few dnys her son; here
was some one who ecared for him, he
believed 1t, with a half-consuming
flame of devotion. Bince the man's
arrival from Virginia six weeks before,
to have him near himself had been a
pleasure to Louls Donaparte; he
seemed to bring back the freshiness
of his early daya, of the young confl-
dence when his star shone for him,
distant perhaps, but undimmed by the
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ART .OF TREE SCULPTURE
Old English c;;;:n—;hn Called for
the Cutting of Fantastic
Shapes.

Very many years ago It was the
fashion of England and on the con-
tinent to have great gardens of ever-
green trees trimmed and clipped into
curfous and fantastic shapes. To such
an extent did the craze develop that
these gardens were filled with crouch-
ing llons, pigs and even hens and
chickens, all laboriously sculptured
from living green and kept in trim
by constant use of the knife and the
shears.

A few of these gardens were es-
tablished in this country and one still
remains in perfect condition, It Is
located on the famous Hununewell es-
tate at Wellesley, Mass, and Is vis-
jted by people from all over the
world. The garden Is on ihe side ot
a terraced hill dropping away to a
beautiful little lake,

Evergreens of many kinds are to be
found there and each summer a force
of workmen with long ladders care-
tully prune and trim the branches in
order to preserve the strange shapes
which have been developed with the
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he spoke to no one, that a pivotal In
torest of his career restod In the mod-
eat Agure.

He rose, this night In Boulogne, an
the paper rustied and the little Fronch
provincinl chanson sounded from the
room where Francols Beaupre, now
his secretary, had been Installed, and
stepped to the closed door.

“De toun cote’s l'on que Je suls
bote,”

Francols sang wsoftly. ‘The Prince
smiled, As he opened the door the
epinging stopped; the young man
sprang respectfully to his feet, a let-
ter grasped In his hand, and stood
walting,

“Bire!” he sald.

Prince Louls flung out his hand with
a gesture of impulsiveness strange to
his controlled manner, yet not out of
drawing to those who knew him well
“Ah, Francols,"” he eried. "Let the
titles go for tonight. Say, 'Louls,’ as
on thal day when we first saw ecach
other; when the four children played
together in the old chateau ruins, And
Francols smiled his radiant exquisite
amile and answered quietly. “But yes,
my brother—Louls.” Aud went on, “I
beliave 1 shall not sleep tonight, Louls.
I belleve I am too happy to aleep.”

Af one reads a novel for relaxation
in the mtraln of a critleal business af-
falr, Prince Louls caught at the dis
traction of this side Issue, The next
morning was planned to the last ae-
tall; thers wae nothing to do till day-
light, yet he could not slesp at pros-
ent, Here was a romance of some
sort, He sank back on the cushions
of the corch of Lieutenant Aladenize's
smoking room and put his feet up lux-
urfously, and slowly lighted a clgar
of Havana.

“Tall me,” he ordered, and the gen-
tleness of appeal was in the order,

“Sire"—the young man began—and
corrected himself, “Louls,” he sald.
The Prince smiled dimly. “Since our
landing | have known that a wonder-
ful thing has happened to me. It ia"—
he spoke lower—"It {a the love of the
woman who Is to me the only one In
the world.”

“I congratulate you, mon aml," Louls
sald gently. “ls it by any chance the
delightful little Mademoiselle Alixe of
the old chateau?"

Beaupre turned scarlet. He was a
marvelous man, thle Prince Louls
How had he guessed? “She loves me
—1 have here a letter in which she
tells me that she loves me, Will his
Highness read {t?" With an impetu-
ous step forward he held the paper
toward Louls Napoleon,

“1 thank you,” the Prince sald grave-
ly. He read:

“Francois, what you have wished al}
your life Is true. The good [fairies
have granted one of your wishes be
fore the battle, That they will give
you the other two on the day of the
battle I8 the bellef of your

“ALIXE."

And below was written hurriedly,
“Pletro sends his love."

The Prince gave back the letter with
a respectful hand; then looked at
Francols Inquiringly. “*“What you
have wished all your life,'! mon ami?"
Francols laughed bhapplly., “One must
explain, If ft will not tire his High.
ness.” And he told, In a few worde,
of that day when his self-restralnt had
given way and how, when his guard
wag down and he was on the point of
telling his lfelong secret love, some
spirit of perversity—but Francols dld
not know it was an angel—had caught
Allxe, and she had accused him of
wishing always that she might love
Metro. And how, meshed in that snme
net of hurt recklessness, he had an.
swered in her own manner—"Yes," he
had sald, “it was that which had been
the wish of his life—that Allxe might
love Pletro!™ And Francois laughed
gally, telling the simple entanglement
to the Prince, the night before the
battle. “One sees how she {s quick
and clear-sighted, my Allxe,” he sald.
“For she knew well aven then It was
not that 1 wished.” He stopped, for
in the quiet contalned look of the
listener an Intangible something struck
a chill to his delicately-polsed sensl-
tiveness. "What is [t, Louis?" he erled
out. “You do not think I mistake her
—mistake—Alixe!™

(TO BE CONTINUED)

Phllosopher's Purpose.
“1 am looking for an honest man,”
sald Diogenes,
“What do you want with one?"
"Oh, nothing in particular. My real
plthanthrople purpose {s to show the
world how to conduct a long and re-

pense as possible.’

come from? Thirty million s the total
supplied to the mapufacturers of the
seductive weed each year. The best
boxes come from Cuba and are known
as Spanish cedar,

After the war with Spain the supply
of this wood was greatly diminished
and its price ralsed, so that for a
time clgar dealers were obliged to Ao
a4 substitute for this kind of cedar.

Various woods were tried, but trou-
ble was found in selling these boxes,
because connolsseurs insisted that a
fine cigar was spolled by putting It In
any but a box made of Spanish dedar,
This wood always retalns the flavor
of a good clgar. Indeed, nome persons
nssert that it Improves the flavor. The
reason glven is that it grows I the
same localities,

As She ls S8poke on Clyde,

The best English is sald to be
spoken In Scotland—Ubut not on the
Clyde!

A Londoner, just returned from
Beotland, sende a Dally Chronlele cor
respondent this example of Firth of
Clyde language: “Poo-papoo: aw-ma
noo, gaur-pa-poo.” The strange sounds
are supposed to be uttered by a wee
Macgreegor In a rowlng-boat with his
parents; and the Interpretation is,

m..ﬂk ma, ."I'o. Eaur

tneselik _exbortation s &

iy

M

sultless Investigation with as lttle u-l

number used each year or where they

at Least
ittle Eoglish cbildren had rus
away from home, drawn by the irre
sistible attractions of a cireun. “Oh,

Mary, come here!” orled one, lylng on

the ground and ralsing the bottbm eof
the large tent, “I nee the ‘ornes’ * it
—The Delineator,

Red Croas Ball Blue makes the lsundress
h.rpy. makes clothes ?hi.t:r than snow,
All good grocers. Adv.

Some peopls can't atand prosperity.
Fortunately, they don't have to try
very long.

— —

MRS, WILLIAMS'
LONG SICKNESS

Yields To Lydia E. Pink-
ham’s Vegetable
Compound.
ST ot e

years c

male weakness,
pain and irregulari-

eyes. Ihad
tors from whom I received only tempo-
rary relief. Ideddedhgin{ E.
Pinkham's Vegstable Com a falr
trial and also the Sanative Wash. I have
now used the remedies for four montha
and eannot express my thanks for what
they have done for me.

“If these lines will bo of any benefit
you have my permission to publish
them."” — Mrs. SApiE WiLLiAMS. 466
James Street, Elkhart, Indiana.

Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable Come
pound, made from native rootsand herba,
contains no narcotic or harmful
and to-day holds the record of being
most successful remedy for female ills
we know of, and thousands of voiantary
testimoniale on file in thy Pinkham
laboratory at Lynn, Mass., seem to
prove this fact

If {m have the glightest doubt
gl’.‘co ydin E. Pinkham’'s Vegeta=

e Com

und will hmu,wrlh
to Lydia E.Pinkham cineCo,
(confidential) Lynn,Mass., forad-
vice. Your letter will be opened,
and answered by a woman,

and held in strict confidence.
You Can’t Cut Out

A BOG ﬂl'l!.?“‘:rr!ﬂﬂmtlﬂ“!m

ABSORBIN

TTA0E VARK REG,U
will clean them off permanently,
and you work the horse same time,
Does not blister or remove the
hair. $2.00 per bottle, delivered,
Will tell you more if | write.
Book 4 K free. ABSO

the nntiu{:tic liniment for mmm
reduces Varicose Veins, Rup
Muscies or Ligaments. Enlarged Glands, Goitves,

Wens, Cyna.  Allays pain guizkly. Price 51.00 and 53.00
b bottle st drugpies or dellvered, Manulsctured culy by

N.F.YOUNG,P. D, F., 310 Temple B, Springfield, Mass.

BEGIN NOW

If you have not decided upon what
Spring Medicine
to take, try

Z(PELELS =

3 PAT.- T

By arousing the liver

They cleanse the system of accumulated
impurities and

PURIFY THE BLOOD

Women's §3 5250088

Misses, Boys,Ohlidren] [.d
$1.50 $1.75 $2 $2.50 $3)
- Beger Besimess

W.B.NETHERY
interurban Bidg.
Columbus, Ohio
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